


Books make lasting %&z
Desert Magazine BOOK Shop

DIRECTORY OF SOUTHERN NEVADA PLACE
NAMES by Walter Averett. Limited edition. 1300
entries. Includes obscure names of ghost towns
and old mining camps. Hardcover, $5.00.

WATER WITCHING by Earl Shannon. Entertain-
ing and instructive, whether or not you accept
water witching., Paperback. $2.75.

A GUIDE TO WESTERN GHOST TOWNS by Lam-
bert Florin. Includes maps and mileages of ghost
towns in 15 western states. Large foermat, card-
board cover, $2.25.

ANZA AND THE NORTHWEST FRONTIER OF NEW
SPAIN by Bowman and Heizer. Explodes myth
that Anza founded city of San Francisco and
other interesting dota related to Anza. Geed
early Californiana. Hardcover, $8.75.

NO MORE THAN FIVE IN A BED by Sondra
Dallas. All about early Colorado hotals, some
famous, some infamous. Highly amusing, good
history. Hardcover, $5.95.

CALIFORNIA MISSION PAINTINGS by Edwin Dea-
kin. Paintings from the 1%9th century portray
early missions prior to modern restorations. Fine
text gives history of each. Full color reproduc-
tions. $7.50.

CAMPING AND CLIMBING IN BAJA by John
W. Robinson. Guide to the Sierra San Pedro
Martir and Sierra Juarez of upper Boja Cali-
fornia, Paper, $2.95.

OLD-TIMERS OF SOUTHEASTERN CALIFORNIA by
Lester Reed. Recounts episodes of pioneers cov-
ering an area from Owens Lake to Anza-Bor-
rego and from San Bernardino east to Twenty-
nine Palms. Spiral-bound. $5.95,

ARIZONA: GUIDE TO THE GRAND CANYON
STATE. Newly revised and edited by Joseph
Miller. Past and present covered. Highly recom-

mended. 532 poges, illustrations and maps.
£7.95.

SAN DIEGO BACK COUNTRY 1901 by Gordon
Stuart. Filled with local color and nestalgia for
high-button shoes ond shivarees. 241 pages,
$5.00.

HISTORIC SPOTS IN CALIFORNIA Revised by
William N. Abeloe. Only complete guide to Cali-
fornia landmarks with maps, photos and lively
text covering both historical and modern eras.
639 pages, $10.00.

BUTTERFIELD OVERLAND MAIL by Waterman L.
Ormsby, a New York newspaperman who was
the only through passenger on ‘this first west-

bound stage. Western Americana, 177 pages,
$4.50.

THE LIFE OF THE DESERT by Ann and Myron
Sutton. Covers desert creatures, perennial water
problems and how animals and plants survive.
231 pages, $4.95.

OFF THE BEATEN TRACK IN BAJA by Erle Stanley
Gardner. About people and places in enchant-
ing Baoja California of Mexico. Colored photos,
3468 pages, $8.95.

HANDBOOK OF CRYSTAL AND MINERAL COL-
LECTING by William Sanbern, Describes environ-
ment fypical of collection sites and physical
properties of minerals and crystals. Paper, 81
pages, $2.00.

REDIGGING THE WEST for old time bottles by
Lynn Blumenstein. Photographs of over 700
bottles with articles that tell the story and a
photograph of each. $4.25.
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WHEN ORDERING BOOKS
PLEASE

Add 25 cents PER ORDER
(Not Each Book)
for handling and mailing

California residents add 5 percent
sales tax, regardless of whether you
are a Republican or Democrat.
Send check or money order fo Desert Maga-
zine Book Shop, Palm Desert, California
92260, Sorry, but we cannot accept charges
or C.O.D. orders.

ALL OF MEXICO and Guatemala ot low cost by
Norman Ford. Excellent guide for do-it-yourself
traveler. Paper, $2.00.

THE CENTURY AFTER CORTES by Fernando Beni-
tez. Little has been written about post-Conquest
days. This is it. Hardcover, $7.50.

EXPLORING JOSHUA TREE by Roger Mitchell.
Excellent guide to Joshua Tree Mational Monu-
ment in Southern California. Paper. $1.00.

PIONEER FORTS OF THE FAR WEST by Herbert
Hart. Fourth in series, large format, illustrated
with historical photos, good text. $12.95.

THE MINING FRONTIER edited by Marvin Lewis.
Collection of rare arficles related to old West.
Hardcover. $4.95.

1200 BOTTLES PRICED by John C. Tibbitts. Up-
doted edition of one of the best of the bottle
books. $4.50.

A FIELD GUIDE TO WESTERN REPTILES AND
AMPHIBIANS by Robert C. Stebbins. A Peterson
Field guide. 207 species, 569 illustrations, 185
in full color, 192 maps. The best book of this
type. Hardcover. $4.95.

FIRE OVER YUMA by Peter Odens. Historical
tales and anecdotes from the Lower Colorado
River area, Paper. $1.00.

NEVADA'S TWENTIETH CENTURY MINING BOOM
by Russell Elliott. First detailed work to cover
the promoters and leaders who influenced the
state's second mining boom. 344 pages, $5.95.

CALIFORNIA, A Guide to the Golden State.
Edited by Harry Hansen and newly revised, it
contains an encyclopedia of facts from early
days up to the Space Age. Mile by mile de-
scriptions to camping spots and commercial ac-
commodations, Maps. Hardcover, $7.95.

DEATH VALLEY BOOKS

Published by the Death Valley '49ers these
four volumes have been selected by '49ers
as outstanding works on the histery of Death
Valley. All are durable paperback on slick
stock.

A NATURALIST'S DEATH VALLEY (Revised edi-
tion) by Edmund C. Jaeger, ScD.........$1.50
MANLY AND DEATH VALLEY, Symbols of Des-
tiny, by Ardis Manly Walker .............$1.25
GOODBYE, DEATH VALLEY! The story of the
Jayhawker Party, by L. Burr Belden..... $1.50
CAMELS AND SURVEYORS IN DEATH VALLEY

By Arthur Woedward ... $2.00
DEATH VALLEY TALES by 10 different au-
thers: noscsasss T PP e b St .

Onder by Madt

THE MYSTERIOUS WEST by Brad Williams and
Choral Pepper. Rare book examines legends that
cannot be proven true, nor untrue. New evi-
dence presented in many cases which may
change the history of the West. Hardcover.
$5.95.

ANZA-BORREGO DESERT GUIDE by Horace Par-
ker. Second edition of this well-illustrated and
documented book is enlarged considerably. Tops
among guidebooks, it is equally recommended
for research material in an area that was crossed
by Anza, Kit Carson, the Mormon Battalion,
‘4%ers, Railrood Survey parties, Pegleg Smith, the

Jackass Mail, Butterfield Stage, and today's
adventurous tourists. 139 pages, cardboard
cover, $2.95.

ON DESERT TRAILS by Randall Henderson, foun-
der and publisher of Desert Magazine for 23
years. One of the first good writers to reveal
the beauty of the mysterious desert areas. Hen-
derson’s experiences, combined with his com-
ments on the desert of yesterday and today,
make this a MUST for those who really want
ot understand the desert. 375 pages, illustrated.
Hardcover. $5.00.

RARE MAP REPRODUCTIONS from the year 1886.
Series | includes three maps, Arizena, California
and Nevada. Series |l includes New Mexico,
Utah and Colorado. Reproduced on fine paper.
They show old towns, mines, springs and ftrails
now extinct. Each set of three, $3.75. Be sure to
stote series number with order.

THE NEVADA ADVENTURE, a History by Jomes
Hulse, Covers era from prehistoric Indians to
ranching, atomic testing and tourism of today.
306 pages, $7.50.

NEVADA'S TURBULENT YESTERDAYS by Don Ash-
baugh, The best book about Nevada's ghost
towns and the rugged individuals who built
them. 344 pages, $7.50.

GUIDE TO COINS. Recent U.5. coin prices,
Canadian, Mexican and foreign coins, medals,
tokens and emergency money, Colonial, Terri-
torial, and Civil War coins. Hardcover. $3.50.

THE HOME BOOK OF WESTERN HUMOR edited
by Phillip Ault. Collection of old and ned anec-
dotes about the West. Worthwhile gift. Hard-
cover. $7.50.

RELACIONES by Zarate Salmeron. ‘Written by
17th century Franciscan and is only source of
knowledge published for Spanish explorations
into Arizona and New Mexico from 1538 to
1626. 121 pages, $6.00.

NATIVE SHRUBS of Southern California by Peter
H. Raven. Well illustrated, some in color, with
interesting text and descriptions of shrubs. Paper.
$1.95.

NAVAJO RUGS, PAST, PRESENT AND FUTURE by
Gilbert 5. Maxwell. Concerns the history, legends
and descriptions of Navajo rugs. Full color
photos. Paper, $2.00.

OLD CALIFORNIA MINES (1899) by Charles Yale.
Reprint from early mining industry records.
Photos show different types of mining, mainly
in Mother Lode country. Text contains statistics
and discussions of early problems $2.00.

EXPLORING CALIFORNIA BYWAYS from Kings
Canyon to the Mexican Border by Russ Leada-
brand. Maps for each ftrip with photographs,
historical  information, recreational facilities,
;urnpsites, hiking trails, etc. Paper, 165 pages,
1.95.
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Bottle Collector's Handbook
by JORNTYOUNT

& Pricing Guide

CONTENTS
@ Over 1850 New & Old Bottles
5|  alphabetically listed and priced.
® All Seventeen Categories includ-
ing the Jim Beam Series. ...
® Where to Sell or Buy your bottles.
@ Bottle identification made easy. I

@ How to tell which bottles will
turn purple or amethyst. .. ..

t $3.95p.p. NO coD's. Order From......
ACTION BOOKS, P.O. Box 5073,
San Angelo 14, Texas 76901

FREE
Order New Book Catalog

DESERT MAGAZINE
BOOK STORE

Palm Desert, California 92260
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1 ...I'LL GIVE YOU this
\ "t 0N Rand-McNally World Globe

’ 7§ exitor 86-Volume
Travel Library!

World Globe, 12-Yolume Rand-McNally World Atlas, PanAm 2-Velume *“World
Horizons,” 12-Velume Vacatlon Guide Encyclopedia, American Prasident Lines
Travel Agents' Manual, 500-page Travel |ndustry Personnel Directory, Dfi-
cial Arlines Guides, International ShII‘IIM Guide, Hotel & Trave| Index, 52-
Issue subscription o Travel Agent Magazine and dozens travel folders,
maps & posters glven to you with your complete 50-Lesson North American
Course in Travel

... When you train at home with N.A.S.T. for a

BIG MONEY CAREER IN TRAVEL

(as Travel Agent, Tour Buide or in one of 100s Big Money Career
Positions in Travel) There's excitement, big money, fun, pres-
tige in Travel. Thousands big money career opportunities open
to qualified men & women. Travel is booming—increasing
15% each year. Easy home-study plan trains you for well-paid
job with travel agency, airline, resort, etc.—shows you how
_ to become Travel Agent—reveals how to
’ MMM, make big profits escorting tours—discloses
Uppgrt{IIH“ES i how to rf)am the world at reduced rates

in TRAV PP Send for bis “TRAVEL CAREER KIT"
| 20-Page Book “Opportunities in Travel,”
giant full color World Wall Map & Sample
Lesson—ALL FREE! No salesman will call.
Mail coupon today!
. Russell Calvert | Executive Director

2 MNorth American School of Travel, Dept. 1461
A500 Campus Dr., University Plaza, Newport, Calif. 32660
Mail “TRAVEL CAREER KIT'"-20-Page Book, Giant Wall Map
& Sample Lesson—ALL FREE!
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BOOK REVIEWS

Books reviewed may be ordered
from the DESERT Magazine Book
Order Department, Palm Desert,
California 92260. Please include
25c for handling. California resi-
dents must add 59 sales tax.
Enclose payment with order.

THE CONQUEST OF APACHERIA
By Dan L. Thrapp

This is an epic story of heroism, chi-
canery, misunderstanding and tragedy.
Always there were two sides to the mas-
sacres and wars that divided the white
men and the Apache Indians in the vast
area covering what is now Arizona and
New Mexico. Here is presented new ma-
terial which gives a clearer picture than
that of former reports concerning the
controversial Lt. Royal Whitman, key

figure in the famous Camp Grant Mas-
sacre,

General Crook, Lt. Howard Cushing,
Geronimo, Cochise and other Apache
and American figures who played strong
roles in this drama are brought to life on
these pages with unusual perception on
the part of the author. His research is
marvelously inclusive. After this book,
there will be little more to be said about
this particular phase of the Apache con-
quest. Hard cover, 403 pages, $6.95.

ANTIQUE BOTTLES
By Marvin and Helen Davis

Here is a new bottle book written by
an attractive couple who spends a lot of
time in the back country looking for them
because Davis is employed by the U. .
Forest Service. Unusual for bottle books
because some of the photographs are in
full color, there are pictures and prices
listed for over 22 specimens. In addition
to doing a good job of identification, the
book tells you how to clean old bottles,
things to look for to know if they are
valuable, where to sell them if they are,
and the places to look where valuable
bottles might be found. Paperback, 62
pages, $3.00.

THE MYSTERIOUS WEST
By Brad Williams and Choral Pepper

The settlement of the eastern seaboard
of the United States was orderly and sy-
stematic. Within a few days after the Pil-
grims landed at Plymouth Rock, with
their wives and children, they started
building homes and tilling the land. They
brought with them the strict mores and

laws of England and governed themselves
accordingly.

This was not true of the early West.
It was only after the later pioneers arrived
to homestead that wives replaced prosti-
tutes, and law and order and written rec-
ords prevailed. By that time fact and fic-
tion were blended into legends of the
mysterious West.

Did the Romans settle in Tucson, Ari-
zona in 775 A.D. and the Phoenicians ex-
plore New Mexico . . . who sailed in the
Lost Ship of the Desert . . . who was the
real Mark Hopkins . . , who really dis-
covered California . . . where is the Lost
Mission of Santa Isabel and the Jesuit
gold? These are a few of the fascinating
questions in "The Mysterious West.”

Other chapters delve into such intri-
guing subjects as "A Few Haunted
Houses”, "The City in Which Nobody
Lives"”, and "Men Who Lost Their
Heads.” Dona Tula, a western Mata
Hari, by playing her wiles with the Mexi-
cans and the Americans amassed a for-
tune;. the Baron of Arizona laid spurious
claim to a fortune in real estate, and
nearly won; and a self appointed libera-
tor, in a Gilbert and Sullivan type opera
nearly conquered Baja Califonia.

The authors are both professional
writers. Brad Williams is a long time
newspaper reporter and author of several
mystery novels and nonfiction books.
Choral Pepper has two previous books
published; has traveled extensively abroad
and was a successful free lance writer be-
fore taking the position as editor of Des-
ert Magazine where she first became in-
terested in the mysteries of the West,

In selecting some of the early legends
and some of the later hoaxes—or were
they hoaxes?>—the authors of "The My-
sterious West" have written a fascinating
book. Many of the legends are being told
in their entirety for the first time and
those that have appeared in print before
have new angles which will undoubtedly
create controversy among historians.

They have done exhaustive academic
research and detailed field work. The
book is fast moving, packed with infor-
mation and as entertaining as a mystery
novel. After presenting what they found,
the authors draw no conclusions, leaving
it up to the reader to separate fact from
fiction and come to his own conclusions.

With its fresh and novel approach, The
Mysterious West is one of the best books
on Western Americana to appear in the
past decade. Hardback, 192 pages, illus-
strated, $5.95. J.P.




Here’s a book with new

factual evidence on the
legends of the West.

This book examines many little-known stories and
legends that have emerged from the western regions of North
America. Two unsolved mysteries, unearthed in this century
and detailed in this absorbing book, furnish evidence that the
earliest European navigators to set foot on American soil date
back to ancient times. Old Roman artifacts buried near
Tucson, Arizona, and Phoenician hieroglyphics inscribed on
a rock uncovered some miles southwest of Albuquerque, New
Mexico, raise startling questions about America’s past. Are
these genuine archeological finds or elaborately conceived and
executed hoaxes? These unusual discoveries form but a small
part of the intriguing history, legend, and folklore that make up

THE MYSTERIOUS WEST.

Included are such phenomena as the discovery of a
Spanish galleon in the middle of the desert; the strange curse
that rules over San Miguel Island; the unexplained beheading
of at least 13 victims in the Nahanni Valley; and many other
equally bewildering happenings. Elaborate confidence
schemes and fantastically imagined hoaxes are documented,
along with new factual evidence that seems to corroborate
what were formerly assumed to be tall tales.

THE
MYSTERIOUS WEST.

by Brad Williams and
Choral Pepper $5.95

Illustrated with photographs, this fascinating survey
of Western Americana will be welcomed by all readers inter-
ested in the folklore and history of the United States.

About the authors:

BRAD WILLIAMS has worked for various news-
papers ranging in location from Oregon and California, to
Mexico and India. He has published several mystery novels
and nonfiction works; his books include Flight 967 and
Due Process.

CHORAL PEPPER hails from the mysterious
west — Palm Desert, California. She is the editor of Desert
Magazine and she has been a columnist, free-lance writer,
and author. Her most recent book is Zodiac Parties.

-~
Send check or money order to Desert Magazine

Book Shop, Palm Desert, California 92260. Add 25¢ for
postage and handling. California residents add 5% sales tax.

THE WORLD PUBLISHING COMPANY

A SUBSIDIARY OF THE TIMES MIRROR COMPANY

Cleveland and New York



From The Gold Rushes and Mining Camps of the Early American Wess, by Vardis Fisher and Opal Holmes
By permission of the publishers, The Caxton Printers, Ltd.

Rags to RiCh@S by Vardis Fisher and Opal Laurel Holmes

OSSIBLY in no other area
of human endeavor have
so many huge fortunes
been possessed (one can
hardly say earned) so
quickly and easily, often
relationship to intelligence,
knowledge, and the application of talent;
or, having been won largely by luck and
chance, lost so quickly, by persons for
whom money was indeed a curse. From
one point of view the history of the
Western mining camps is a story of the
fantastic rise from poverty to wealth, and
the fall from wealth to the most abject
need.

The story in Leadville of the Little
Jonny mine could stand as the perfect
instance of all such tales. A greenhorn,
poking around with pick and shovel, and
with only the vaguest notion of what
prospecting meant, asked a geologist,
busy near by, whete to dig. Annoyed, the
geologist said, perhaps a bit sharply, “Oh,
anywhere around here. Under that tree
over there,” The greenhorn dug under
the tree and found ore that made him a
millionaire. Another story is told of a
Negro who wandered into one of the
California diggings and asked how he
could find some of that-there gold in the
hills. Pranksters sent him to a high hill
in which everyone knew there was no
gold and would never be any gold; and
for a week they laughed their heads off
over their rum and beer as they told the
story, and evoked pictures of a poor
black man up there, digging holes all
over the place like a man after water. But
they didn't laugh when the Negro came
down the hill one afternoon with a small
fortune in flakes and nuggets. His mine
was named Nigger Hill.

Mildretta Adams, for whom Idaho's
Silver City is a hobby, says that W. H.
Dewey, convinced that there was a rich
lode in a certain mountain, spent a whole
summer literally crawling on hands and
knees all over the mountain, and found
a lode that made him a very wealthy
man, who built a railroad, and a hotel
that until recent years was a landmark in
the Boise valley. That was more effort
than luck. When Bummer Dan came to
Alder Gulch he was not known as Bum-
mer; but he was such a lazy parasite that
the miners soon despised him; and when
they caught him in a small theft they

with no
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hustled him to an unworked area of the
gulch below the camp and told him to
dig. Hours afterward they went to the
spot to see if he had obeyed orders, and
found him in a feverish sweat, with gold
dust and small nuggets all around him.
When in 1847 Col. Fremont decided to
speculate in land he gave $3000 to the
American consul at Monterey and told
him to buy a tract near San Jose. Mis-
understanding the instructions the consul
bought the 45,000-acre Mariposa grant.
Fremont was furious, for he thought the
tract was worthless, until Kit Carson
found on it the first quartz vein of Cali-
fornia's famous Mother Lode.

A man named Patrick, one of the first
arrivals in Tonopah, Nevada, took a
chance on $5000 and found that “business
was so good that the first manager we
hired stole $10,000 in the first month
without our even suspecting it. After
that, it got better.”” It was also in the
Tonopah area that Jim Butler came in
from the hills with some pieces of rock,
which he showed to T. L. Oddie, an at-
torney. Jim said he was broke: if Oddie
would get the rock assayed he would give
him a part of the claim. Oddie was broke
too but remembered that an assayer
named Gayhart was teaching in Austin;
so he sent the samples to him and prom-
ised him half of his part, if the rock
panned out. Gayhart could hardly believe
his senses; the ore ran as high as $575 to
the ton. The good news was rushed to
Butler but at the moment he was harvest-
ing his wild hay and could not be bother-
ed. Hearing of the discovery, men rushed
all over the country, trying to find the
spot. Butler’s luck held. In those days a
man’s word was his bond, or Jim's was:
he granted more than a hundred oral
leases to men to mine his claim. The
first of them received a check for $574,-
958.39 for just one shipment of 48 tons,
According to F. C. Lincoln’s Mining Dis-
tricts and Mining Resources of Nevada,
the leasers, as they were called, took four
millions’ worth of ore the first year, with-
out drawing up a document of any kind.
Butler turned out to be the discoverer of
the greatest bonanza of its time.

The story of a Swede named Anderson
has been told by various writers. Our ver-
sion here is Rickard’s. Ignorant, naive,
and not very bright, Anderson came to
a Klondike camp with $600. After he

was drunk two old prospectors persuaded
him to buy Number 29 on Eldorado
Creek, a hole that they thought was com-
pletely worked out. The next morning
the Swede tried to find the two men, for
he wanted his money returned to him,
but they were gone; so, unable to think
of anything else to do, he went to No.
29 and began to dig. He had been told
by other miners that he had the poorest
hole on the creek but he kept on digging,
and in a day or two he was eighteen feet
down. There he struck bedrock and he
must have rubbed hard at his eyes, unable
to believe what he saw. “The layer of
sediment, four inches thick, was more
than half gold.” The two who thought to
swindle him came along and asked him
how he was doing. "Ay tank ay got gold
here,” said the Swede, and showed them
a pan with $1400 in it. Number 29 on
Eldorado gave up $1,250,000 but no one
knows how much of it the Swede got.
What kinds of men were they who
went from rags to riches? All kinds. Of
the Big Four on the Comtsock, two had
been saloon keepers, the other two were
ordinary miners. Of 28 in Colorado who
became millionaires, Sprague gives the
background: four had been in real estate,
one was a school teacher, two were gro-
cers, one was a butcher, three were drug-
gists, two were lawyers, one was a pro-
moter, one a lumberman, one a lather,
one an engineer, a milkman, a plumber,
a handyman, a shopkeeper, a coal dealer,
a cigar store proprietor, a department
store owner, two roustabouts and two
prospectors. Not a broker, banker, or in-
dustrialist in the whole lot of them.

How many of them went from riches
back to rags? A lot of them, including a
few who were worth millions. Presented
here are some who are among the most
impressive in their ignorance, or in their
combination of ignorance and greed;
and in combination of ignorance and
greed none was more outstanding than
Eilley Orrum Bowers. She and her equal-
ly illiterate husband, Lemuel (Sandy)
Bowers, took about four million dollars
out of their mine (equal to fifteen or
twenty million today) and squandered it
all, believing that the mine would never
run out. Sandy died early at 35, a pathetic
incompetent who had no sense of fortune
or any right to it; and Eilley after spend-
ing or being bilked of what she had left



“suffered dire privations.” For 35 years
she fought against poverty believing to
the end that her mine was still a treasure
and would pay her more millions. Eilley,
who in a few weeks in Europe had spent
more than half a million (in today's dol-
lars) and who cultivated the notion that
she was a seeress and the queen of the
Comstock, died in a poorhouse, a woman
too stupid and greedy to arouse pity.
Thousands gambled and lost all they
had. In the summer of 1875 the Com-
stock mining stocks plunged $60 million
in a week, and the Bank of C:lifor-
nia was forced to close its doors. Some
have thought that the Big Four—Mackay,
Fair, Flood, and O’Brien—out-maneuver-
ed their financial rivals and brought on

the collapse. They bought stocks at bar-

in three hours and that an unoffending
stranger that smelt the cork was disabled
for life.” Stephen J. Field, one of the
founders of Maryville, California, whom
Lincoln later appointed to the Supreme
Court, has told us that of his 65 lots in
the new town "“"Within 90 days I sold
825,000 worth and still had most of my
lots left. My frame and zinc houses
(shipped up after a trip to San Francis-
co) rented for 81000 a month. The emo-
luments of my office as alcalde were
large. At one time I had $14,000 in gold
in my safe.”” A year later he was broke
and in debt.

How did those fare who discovered
the big bonanzas? It's a sad story. Of
them all, James Wilson Marshall, who
burst in on Sutter with his hands full of

Tonopab, Nevada, in its rags to rviches days.

gain prices. William C. Ralston was
found to owe the bank over four million,
and when his resignation was demanded
he went to San Francisco's North Beach,
a favorite swimming spot with him, and
died of a stroke or drowned or (some
have thought this most likely) committed
suicide. His death and the closing of the
bank forced the closing of the Pacific
stock exchange and the financial panic.
Of the fabulous 1200 feet of the
Gould and Curry, on the Comstock, Mark
Twain says: “Curry owned two-thirds of
it—and he said that he sold it out for
$2500 in cash, and an old plug horse that
ate up his market value in barley and hay
in 17 days . . . Gould sold out for a pair
of second-hand government blankets and
a bottle of whiskey that killed nine men

gold, has been given the most sympathy.
He seems to have been the complaining
self-martyred kind who found it easy to
succumb to indolence, alcohol, and no-
tions of persecution. Bancroft, who knew
him, says he “probably rendered himself
exceedingly obnoxious.” His last years
were spent in bitter complaints and pov-
erty and drunkenness, There were those
who thought he deserved a State pension,
and as early as 1860 the proposal was
made in the legislature, but a bill to pro-
vide one was killed with amendments. In
1870 a statement was sent to the press:
“J. W. Marshall, the discoverer of gold
in California . . . is old and poor, and so
feeble that he is compelled to work for
his board and clothes.” The Pioneers of
Sacramento sent him $100. In 1877 a bill

was introduced to give him a pension of
$200 a month for two years. It was pass-
ed. By 1883 he “was still walking
straight and upright, and apparently
promising to outlive many a younger
man.” As for Sutter, one writer has said
that when gold was found on his proper-
ty he was the second wealthiest man in
the U.S. He lost just about all he had as
the stampedes swept over him, and spent
his last years in Pennsylvania, poor and
forgotten.

Old Pancake Comstock, discoverer of
the big bonanza in Nevada, sold his few
feet of a fabulous mine for $10,000, ac-
cording to Drury; for $11,000, accord-
ing to other writers. He then bought a
farm, went broke, wandered up to Mon-
tana and there “committed suicide or
was murdered.” Of those originally in
the claim with him, Finney sold his part
for a song, drank it up, and fell off a
horse and killed himself. Alvah Gould of
what was to become the famous Gould
and Curry sold his half for $500 and
boasted to his friends that he had out-
foxed the smart boys in California. While
he peddled peanuts in Reno the out-foxed
boys took out millions. O'Riley, another
of the men in a claim with Pancake,
managed to get $40,000 for his part, but
then went insane and died penniless. Bill
Fairweather was one of six men who on
May 26, 1863 found the riches in a gully
that they named Alder Gulch, and Bill
and the five had their choice of claims.
Bill scattered small nuggets as if they
were no more than kernels of wheat, and
bought drinks for all the bums that
swarmed around him. He became for a
while a familiar sot in Virginia City.
Hearing of strikes in Canada and Alaska
he took off but returned, broke and sick,
to die at Robbers' Roost at the age of 39.

There is much pathos in the riches to
rags stories, but the individuals, no
matter how tragic, seem trivial when
compared to the mass movements and
ruin, such as speculation in stocks. On
the Comstock in the spring of 1871
Crown Point stock, which Jones and
Hayward had been secretly buying for
%2, reached more than a thousand; in
another year it topped $1825, making the
mine worth on paper 22 millions that a
year and a half earlier had been worth
$24,000. Widows, waiters, farmers,
clerks, and shopkeepers hastened to buy.
The Belcher, close to it, controlled by
Sharon, jumped from $1.50 to $1525.
The Comstock had become the biggest
mining bonanza in the history of the
world. One group of mines would climb
in paper value from $40,000 to $160
million. "Tt was to establish fortunes and
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GOLD RUSHES AND MINING CAMPS OF
THE EARLY AMERICAN WEST ...t

Handsomely illustrated with nearly 200 pictures, many of them pub-
lished here for the first time, and containing over 250,000 words, this
book brings you all the remarkable men and women, all the fascinating
ingredients, all the violent contrasts that chance brought together in one
of the most enthralling chapters in the history of our country.

It goes to the heart of the matter in a thoroughgoing way, exposing
the legends, penetrating to the historic facts. Though conceived as a
book for the general reader, it is nevertheless a scholarly work and is

based chiefly on primary sources.

Available Spring 1968
Approx. 450 pages, large format, illustrated, clothbound: $15.00
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CALDWELL, IDAHO 83605
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Palm Springs, Calif. 92262
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. . men's and women's sandals . .
men's, women's and children's leather jackets . . .
. Kaibab buckskin molded cole moccasins . .

WRITE FOR FREE BROCHURE
THE MOCCASIN SHOP, 174 North Palm Canyon Drive

. Rachel Brown
authentic Indian
. Guilmox, Minnetonka,

AC 714 325-6425

power which are still a notable influence
in the world. And eventually it was to
bring banks, business houses and specu-
lators throughout the Pacific Slope crash-
ing down in chaos with a loss of $386
million in three months.”

Mackay and Fair were deep under-
ground, sleuthing around, peering and
touching; and their two partners, Flood
and O'Brien, were at the mining ex-
change in San Francisco. They were soon
paying themselves one million dollars a
month in dividends, but when they knew
that the rich ore was reaching its end
they began to unload at boom prices, and
ignorant speculators begged, borrowed
and stole in their frenzy to buy stcok that
was about to collapse. Said a writer in
San Francisco: "Bankers, retired capital-
ists, manufacturers, merchants, shopkeep-
ers, clerks, farmers, mechanics, hod-car-
riers, servant men and servant women,
clergymen, lawyers, doctors, wives and
widows poured in their orders for pur-
chase of bonanza stocks.”” The excitement
spread to European cities. While manipu-

8 / Desert Magozine [ January, 1968

lating stocks for their own selfish ends,
the four Irishmen asked Dan DeQuille
of The Enterprise to go into their mines
and inspect them for all he was worth,
What the beguiled DeQuille found was
“the finest chloride ore filled with
streaks and bunches of the richest black
sulphurets” that would assay thousands
of dollars per ton. He estimated the
whole of it, cut his figures in two to be
on the safe side, and told the world that
there was $116,748,000 in sight. The
Irishmen then called in Philip Deide-
sheimer, a mining expert known to min-
ing men everywhere, and after a week in
the mines he told the world that he could
see a billion and a half dollars in sight
in just one mine, and that the Consoli-
dated and Virginia alone ought to pay
85000 a share! It is said that he invested
every cent he could beg or borrow, but
DeQuille apparently bought none.

In the mid-seventies the Big Four in-
creased the C and V's monthly dividend
from $324,000 to $1,080,000 a month,
and at once wild rumors swept the West
that it would soon be doubled and then

trebled. Stocks climbed steeply as thou-
sands of people mortgaged everything
they had and bought. Many of them were
soon wealthy, on paper, and as with bated
breath they watched their stocks climb
they began to buy every extravagant lux-
ury they could find—"servants and gar-
deners were imported from England, chefs
from Paris, blooded horses direct from
Arabia, rugs from the Orient, objects of
art from Italy, furnishings from the
world’s centers of fine craftsmanship,
food and drink from the world’s greatest
caterers,” They were all millionaires,
weren't they? On paper for a few months
or a year or two. San Francisco in 1874
was outstanding in the distribution of its
wealth; by 1877 it was bankrupt. The
thousands who owned property in the
city had mortgaged it to buy stocks, and
there was no capital left. In January of
1877 the Consolidated and Virginia,
most fabulous of all the Comstock mines,
passed its dividend. The market crashed.
It literally plunged downward, and peo-
ple who had imported chefs and blooded
horses were reduced overnight to begging
in the streets, Men who had owned and
directed large enterprises, employed
scores of wage-earners, maintained lux-
urious homes . . . were begging handouts
at back doors or lunch counters along
with those who had been in their employ.

After thousands were reduced to beg-
gaty the Big Four wondered why they
were not loved. The San Francisco news-
papers were giving them hell. The Mail
said, "The magnificant Mackay, who is
indignant at the public want of appreci-
ation of the disinterested course pursued
by his firm is kindly looking after Con-
solidated Virginia for the trifling re-
muneration of about 90¢ of every dollar
it produced . . ." The Chronicle: "The
whole history of this bonanza deal is a
history of duplicity, fraud and cunning
venality without precedent or excuse of
any kind. They have won the memorable
distinction of having preferred to be mil-
lionaires by tricky stock jobbing, when
they might have been millionaires by hon-
est mining. So they must expect the natur-
al reward—the hatred and contempt of
mankind.” If the public was in a con-
dition of “financial hysteria” at least
three of the Big Four were laying plans
for mansions and social climbing., Banks
throughout California and Nevada went
to the wall, and thousands were finan-
cially ruined by the cunning manipula-
tions of four Irishmen; but this has been
the way of stock manipulation the world
over, and the fruits of such stock jobbing
have been known to put at least one man
in the White House. O



The Last Word in Spas

ZYZX
word

is truly the last
in getting away
from it alll A small
sign, all alone beside
U.S. Highway 91, states
simply: ZZYZX. The
turn-off road to it appears to lead dir-
ectly into nothing more than a huge
white salt flat stretching halfway to the
horizon. And you won't find Zzyzx if
you check your map, either. Map makers
haven't found the place yet.

But, with faith in the Lord's guidance
and a pair of good Detroit shock absorb-
ers, you can get to Zzyzx. After follow-
ing this tortuous one-way track around
and over parts of Soda Lake, the dry salt
flat, for 4.4 miles, it opens up out of the
desert like a mirage. The oasis of Zzyzx
is the small, developed part of the
12,000-acre holdings of the Dr. Curtis
H. Springer Foundation which spreads
three miles wide and eight miles in
length through the dry lake bed and sur-
rounding area. Geographically, it is about
200 miles east of Los Angeles and seven
miles southwest of Baker. Nestled against
the mountainside are the buildings of a
mineral spring and health spa fronted by
a small lake amid 1000 palm trees and
2500 flowering trees and shrubs.

The work of transforming this piece
of desert into an oasis has been done by
the owners, the Curtis H. Springers, who
have put about $1-million into the non-
profit, tax-exempt institution in the last
22 years.

Under Spanish rule in California, Fort
Soda was built in the area and its ruins
and jail can still be seen. Prior to the
building of the fort the area had been
an Indian campground, as is attested to
by Indian artifacts and picture rocks in
the area. Before the Springers took over,
the area was also a mining camp, accord-
ing to old-timers. The roadway was called
Soda Road until 1965 when it was re-
named at the request of Mr. Springer,
whao keeps his own roadgrader at the spa
to maintain the road between the freeway
and the springs.

The unusual name, pronounced Zigh-
zix, was picked for two reasons—to sig-
nify “the last word" in health spas and to
assure the last listing in the telephone
directory. It was made up by taking the
last three letters of the alphabet, reversing
them, and inserting some extra Zs.

Hospitality, health and good fellow-

ship might be listed as the products of
Zzyzx. A sign at the entrance illustrates
its hospitality. “Come in for free dough-
nuts and coffee” it states, adding a foot-
note that travelers may try one of the
mineral baths gratis also, if they'd like.

Health is the keyword that provides
the working capital for further develop-
ment of the resort. A line of basic food
products is blended, packaged and
shipped from there, as well as 25 health
bulletins on such diverse topics as The
Seven Day Cleansing Plan, Growing Old

by Bob Loeffelbein

theme of the Springers, “Your body is the
sum total of what you have eaten.”

Good fellowship, the third product,
starts at 7:30 A.M. when gospel music
suddenly floats over the springs from
high on the mountain. Then there are
mineral baths and mud baths offered at
9:00, as well as three swimming pools
kept at 72, 85 and 102 degrees respec-
tively. Rowing machines, vibrator tables,
stationary cycles and what is claimed as
the only President Cal Coolidge Electric
Horse existent contribute to the healthful

Gracefully, Beanty from Within, and
others on ailments like neuritis, rheuma-
tism, catarrh, asthma, and diabetes. The
natural-foods line includes food supple-
ments, herb tea, a ten-grain breakfast
food, a pep-cocktail, and strengtheners
for iron, calcium and iodine, as well as
appetite discouragers and indigestion re-
lief.

These health foods are used at the spa,
of course, and boxes of oranges, apples,
grapes, tangerines, apricots, peaches and
other fruits in season are kept available
on the sundeck for between-meal snacks
for guests. The cafeteria averages 15 fresh
fruits and vegetables the year around,
most of which are organically grown. Ice
cream is homemade and other desserts
are made from 1009 stone ground whole
grain. Freshly extracted, organically
grown carrot juice is offered daily at 3:00
P.M., while peppermint-flavored herb
tea is available for guests at 8:30 P.M.
The sum of these adds up to the favorite

also facilities for
horseshoe

There are

activities,
shuffleboard, badminton,
throwing or fishing and frog gigging in
"Lake” Tuendae. An 18-hole golf course
is in the planning stage. At night there
are movies and lectures to attend.

All this “good life” has a drawback,
however. The spa has now, and has had
for some time back, all the guests it
can accommodate—about 130. This has
come about through radio messages sent
all over the country for the Basic Food
Products.

As we left Zzyzx, we met a car parked
on the road. A pair of puzzled tourists
looked doubtfully down the deserted
desert path. They were from South Da-
kota, where they had heard radio adver-
tising for the resort on their local sta-
tion, When we assured them that there
really was a Zzyzx, in spite of the lack of
road and map mention, they proceeded
on their way — one more pioneering
couple searching into the unknown! [
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Desert Junk Art

by Florine Lawlor

photos by Joe Buck
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4,3 we, along with our hus-

bands and children, start-

ed on a most curious Sun-

day outing, Dressed for

hiking and equipped with gunny- sacks

and shovels, we were off on a search for
junk, or, if you will, trash.

We had selected an obsolete dumping
area near an abandoned mining com-
munity. The road wound through sage
brush, up small hills and into a valley.
As we approached our goal, we saw win-
dows lighted by the rising sun and hoped
the empty old houses were not mocking
us with a false welcome.

To the casual observer, the only thing
visible at the site we chose was a pile of
rusted cans and a myriad of broken glass.
All in all, it was not an enchanting sight,
unless you are able to visualize the trea-
sures you may uncover. By carefully ex-
amining the debris that covered the
ground, we recovered scraps of unusual
metal, colorful bits of glass, bleached
pieces of wood—all of which we dropped
into gunny-sacks. No doubt many layers




of trivia could be found if one excavated
several feet.

Our digging unearthed a rusted pick,
an antiquated door handle, the curved
leg of a cast iron stove, a primitive axe,
numerous small railroad spikes, some
early vintage buttons and several un-
broken medicine bottles purpled by long
years in the sun. In one of these bottles
the small skeleton of a lizard lay intact.

Evidence of family life was found in
a toy wagon filled with the remnants of
a doll and broken tea set, but the find
of the day was a hand-painted porcelain
cup.

Stretching our legs and backs for a
spell, we wandered through the weather-
beaten houses. Sagging floors creaked
and groaned and pack rats squeaked a
protest at our invasion of their privacy.
On a porch stood a chair, somewhat pro-
tected from the elements. The wood was
bleached grey from sun, yet the delicately
spindled rungs were still intact. Later,
those silvery rungs made a beautiful can-
delabrum.

Our day ended as it had begun, with
the sunset lighting the windows of the
vacant houses, but the search for treasure
was just the start. The end result may be
seen in the accompanying photographs.[]
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it RAISES ... it LOWERS ... it's HYDRAULIC

‘ ' ' DOWN
b . m
L TRAVEL

"v
The unique hydraulic mechanism which raises the
camper top can be safely operated even by a small
child. Locks prevent accidental lowering. The top is
lowered quickly by the simple turn of a valve. Drive
safely at any speed with minimum drag and sway.
Sit or recline on comfortable couches while travel-
ing with top down. Alaskan camper top raises in sec-

R. D. HALL MFG., INC., 9847 Glenoaks Blvd., Sun Valley (San Fernando Valley) California 91352, Dept. 0.
ALASKAN CAMPERS NORTHWEST, INC., 6410 South 143rd Street, (Tuhwila), Seattle Wash, 38168, Dept. D

ALASKAN CAMPER SALES, INC., (5.F.-Sacramento area) Intersection of Interstate Highway 80 and State 21,
Route 1, Box 332, Suisun City, Calitornia 94585, Dept. D

Write today to the factory nearest you for free folder describing the most advanced camper on the road.

onds. Enjoy
roomy walk-
in living quarters, weather tight, high ceiling, ““home
away from home,"' complete with three-burner stove,
sink, cabinets, ice box, beds and many other luxury
features.

6 FACTORIES TO SERVE YOU

PENNECAMP, INC., 401 W. End Ave, Manheim, Penna., 17545, Dept. 4
R. D. HALL MFG., INC., Texas Division. 5671 Cullen Bivd, Houston Texas 77021, Dept, D.
FORT LUPTON CAMPERS, INC., 1100 Denver Ave.. Fort Lupton, Colorado 80621, Dept. D

U. 5. PATENT ND, 279103 CANADIAN PATENT MO, G37.54%
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““Let’s Go To Baja!”’

ADVENTURE OF A LIFETIME!

Are you dreaming of Baja down Mexico
way? Bojo California in Old Mexico has me
in its spell and | must go back again. Maybe
you have always wanted to see this fascina-
ting peninsula that time forgot. If so then
your
4-wheel drive air conditioned station wagons

now is chance. Come with me in
for o wonderful trip. We leave San Diego
area Jun. 10 and go all the way down to
Lo Paz and the cape on a leisurely trip
lasting 30 days. Or you may take the
return trip leaving Lo Paz Feb. 11.

toking a limited group so make your reser-

| am

vatians soon, Write to me for details.

MITCH WILLIAMS

156 North First West Moab, Utah 84532
Phone 253-4346

ideal Christmas gift.

(upfrariied) 'post paid. Ca

residents add 38 cents sale :

Phone or write (213) 747-4224
McMahan Brothers Desk Co., Inc.

3131 South Figueroa Street
Los Angeles, Calif. 90007
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The Rock House Mystery
in Anza-Borrego

by Wilson G. Turner

SIMPLE notation read-
ing "Rock House ruins”
on the Government
Quadrangle of Clark
Lake , N. E., in San Die-
go County, excited our
imaginations. Visions of antiquity flood-
ed our collective thoughts. However, in-
quiries were met with diverse answers.
Some told us these ruins were built by
the Santa Rosa Indians; some said the
rock houses were built by pioneer cattle-
men; others indicated there were addi-
tional unrecorded rock houses in the
canyon. Faced with this collection of
conflicting answers, we decided to in-
stitute a 4-wheel drive exploration of
the rock house ruins. Luckily, we tossed
in some hiking boots. It turned out to be
back-pack or horse country.

After camping overnight at the Bor-
rego Springs Camp Grounds in the Anza-
Borrego State Park, we headed out Palm

Above: Rock house A. Below: Rock house

B with the paradoxical fireplace on its
south wall.




Canyon Drive early in the morning to-

ward the Pegleg Smith Historical Marker.
From there we drove east for approxi-
mately one-half mile to a dirt road that
headed north around Coyote Mountain
and across Clark Dry Lake. Here the Uni-
versity of Maryland has set up a radio
telescope, a fantastic mixture of wires,
girders and two-by-fours. Continuing up
the Rock House Jeep Trail, we managed
to navigate a half mile beyond Hidden
Springs, but that was it. Rocks and bould-
ers of gigantic girth blocked further pro-
gress.

From there, we set off on foot, heading
up the canyon. It was beautiful and wild.
The trail meanders gently for a mile, then
the shallow canyon turns abruptly to the
left. To the right of it is a high retaining
wall, beautifully constructed of river rock.
Over 10 feet high and extending for 80
feet along the wash, it is so perfect that
it is hard to believe it was constructed
by the wiles of nature rather than by man.
Large trunks of pinon driftwood have
been trapped by it, having tumbled from
the Santa Rosa Mountains six to 10 miles
away and been deposited during storms.

As the walls of thecanyon grew sheer,
its floor became steeper and sandier, mak-
ing it difficult to walk. After a mile and
a half of laborious hiking, the canyon
opened to a large flat area. Half a mile
ahead are a few outcroppings of granite
schists scattered through the wide wash.
It was here that we came upon our first
showing of Indian potsherds. From here,
marked with an x on our map, we walked
east about 100 yards right into the rock
houses. The remains of the walls of house
A average about two feet high with a
floor surface approximately 18 x 24’
The walls are built of sandstone and
granite shist. There appear to be no en-
trances cut through the walls at this level.
House B is only one or two rocks high
and approximately 10 feet square. It has
an opening on the east side. A unique
feature is a "tail” or wall extending per-
pendicular to the west wall. Houses C
and D are similar, but with no apparent
entrances.

House D is the best preserved of all,
but the most enigmatic because, of all
things, it has the remains of a fireplace.
To our knowledge, no Indian ever built
a fireplace, Three of the walls were about
four feet high. The fourth is broken
down to one foot in places. The fireplace
and an entrance are on the south wall,
The ground around the entire area is
covered with Indian potsherds. We even
found a small bead, possibly of Russian
origin and used in trade. Across the area
another two miles is a seep spring at the

base of the mountains where petroglyphs

have been reported—another indication
that the ruins represent an early Indian
village. But why, if such is the case, did
they locate in such a formidable area?
The pinon tree, supplier of their staple
diet, lies at a considerable and difficult
distance. The idea of rock houses for early

Indian living shelters seems too remote
for authenticity.

After our return home, we learned that
there are more rock houses near Seep
Springs. The next trip into Rockhouse
Canyon will have to be overnight, in
order to investigate this new and even
more tantalizing information. O
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The Lost Missourt MIne u ra s cae

oTHING will fire a min-
ing prospector closer to
the limits of human en-
durance than the sight
of raw gold in its native
matrix, I know, because
I've been there—almost within the grasp
of unbelievable riches. And the gold is
still there—on a small knoll, in a small
valley, high in the Cady Mountains of
the Central Mojave Desert in California.

I am a prospector and miner. Right
now I am sinking a prospect shaft on a
new silver discovery in the Calico Moun-
tains. From the cabin on my claim, T can
see the Cady Range, the harbor of per-
haps the richest cache of native gold
ever known to man. Why am I not there?
Twelve years of almost being there, of
rugged hardships, and of risking my
neck almost once too often has caused
me to back off for awhile. So T am con-
tent to work my silver vein, regroup and
take stock, before again tackling my
golden dream—The Lost Missouri Mine.

Whether T get there or not, I owe it
to the few remaining real men of our
time to tell my story. If someone gets
there first—so what! Maybe the $100
per ton ore I am pulling from my silver
prospect will be worth $300 a ton by
that time, so I could care less. I want the
Lost Missouri found! It has become a
burning obsession and for 12 years it is
the only thing that has been on my mind.
When it's found, T'll sleep well.

My affair with the Lost Missouri
started in 1956 when I ran across an old
timer named “Missouri” Williams, a
prospector of the old school who was
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ekeing out a meager existence from a low-
grade placer gold claim in the Panamint
mountains of Death Valley. When he
invited me to pitch camp with him, I
was glad. I thought I'd do a little pros-
pecting near where he was finding his
gold colors and maybe locate the source
of the gold in the vein.

As the days passed, our friendship
grew. The old man had made a few
good discoveries. One of the richest, he
said, he had lost in a crap game in the
mining town of Mojave back in 1933,
On another evening, while we waited for
the spuds to fry, he rambled on as usual
about his early years . . . and it'll go
$350,000 a ton if it will go a nickle,”
he said.

"What will go $350,000.00 a ton,”
I asked.

He handed me a rock about the size
of a man’s fist. It was as heavy as a hunk
of lead and although black, was translu-
cent, You didn't need a magnifying glass
to see the large wads and stringer of
yellow metal under its surface. My heart
pounded with excitement.

Missouri had made the discovery when
he was about 15 years old and living
with an uncle who worked on the rail-
road in Yermo. To make some money he
had accompanied a visiting artist from
Los Angeles who had come to the desert
to paint and needed a guide.

With enough grub to last eight days
and enough water to get them to Afton
Canyon, where the Mojave River comes
to the surface, Missouri and the artist set
off toward a place among the ridges of
Mount Afton where Missouri had been

The author on the 200-foot level of his
silver prospect in the Calicos.

with his uncle and considered one of
the most beautiful parts of the desert.

After about four hours of climbing
from their first night's camp at the
water hole in Afton Canyon, they came
to a little valley surrounded by high
peaks. It was a beautiful spot with every
kind of desert scene — drifting sand
against the slopes of the peaks and hills
with rainbow colors cascading up to
Mount Afton which stood tall to the
north. Missouri hobbled the mules and
set up camp.

After the painter had been sketching
for several days, Missouri grew tired of
doing nothing and started to collect pret-
ty rocks. He couldn't have been more than



30 minutes from camp when he walked
up a slope littered with shiny black rocks
like the specimen he showed me.

Believing the stuff was obsidian
Apache tears, he gathered up all he could
carry in his pockets and went back to
camp where he put them in his saddle
bags and forgot them until he returned
home and put them in a box in his dresser
drawer. Although in those days there
was a lot of mining activity around Yer-
mo, Missouri himself didn’t know one
rock from another until he got a job as a
mucker in one of the Calico silver mines
about four years later. Because the mine
owners paid a $10 a ton bonus for any
ore worth more than $100 a ton that
was brought to the surface, Missouri
finally learned to recognize good ore
when we found it.

This reminded him of the heavy pieces
of obsidian he had picked up as a kid.
One day he took a small sample to work
and showed it to the shift foreman. The
foreman said, “If that ain't a hunk of
brass with obsidian that somebody has
melted around it, T'll eat it,”" and tossed
the sample aside without a second
thought. Missouri then took it over to
the mine assay office and asked an old
boozer named Charlie if he could iden-
tify it.

The next day, when the assayer fired
the furnace and tested it, he was so ex-
cited he left his shop and climbed right
down the ladder to the 200 foot level
where Missouri worked. The assay ran
$352,626 to the ton gold and $2500

silver — numbers Missouri will never
forget!
Still not totally convinced, Missouri

then took four thumb-sized pieces to a
good San Bernardino assayer. Here the
samples proved so rich in metal they
wouldn't crush up when the assayer tried
to powder them and the stuff assayed
almost pure gold. That was almost 50

Part of Missonri's lost valley in the Cady
Mounntains.

years ago and it was then Missouri turned
prospector.

“And you're still prospecting,” I in-
terrupted, “‘working this pauper placer?”

“But you see, Podner, I could never
find that damned hill where I got the
stuff,” he sighed. "“After 40 years on and
off looking, I gave up. Maybe it was just
my imagination—or maybe it just ain’t
my lot to be rich.”

“Imagination nothing,” T said, “what
do you call this I have in my hand?”

It was very late that pight before we
curled up in our sleeping bags because
before we turned in, I had to convince
the old man he should try again—this
time with me as a pardner. With his
equipment, he didn't stand a chance,
but with his knowledge of the location
and my knowledge of geology and equip-
ment for modern prospecting, we couldn’t
miss! Here I was, talking to the man
who had actually made the discovery and
held a sample of the richest, strangest
damned gold ore I had ever seen. Lady
Luck smiled all over the place.

We broke camp early the next morn-
ing, loaded up my faithful old jeep
truck, and I headed down Panamint Val-
ley toward Barstow for supplies and de-
tailed topographic and geological maps
of the Cady mountains area. However,
to my surprise, the Cady Mountains had
never been mapped geologically. This
was a handicap of serious proportions
and probably the major reason for our
eventual failure.

I wanted, as much as possible, to du-
plicate the route Missouri and the painter
had taken, so off we went, out of Bar-
stow on the modern highway that leads
east toward Afton Canyon. A dirt road
led from the highway for about six miles
down to the old railroad watering station
called Afton Siding. The Mojave River
truly comes to the surface there. After
flowing completely underground from its
source in the high country near San Ber-
nardino, it is forced to the surface in this
one spot because of the shallow, tilted
basement rock that protrudes right up
through the sandy river bottom.

At the end of the road a dim jeep
trail disappeared into greenish swamp-
like waters. I slipped the jeep into four
wheel drive and cautiously proceeded.
When we were about half-way across,
the wheels started to spin. It wasn't the
way we had planned it, but Missouri
and I camped that night on the truck’s
hood and the top of the cab.

By the following morning the water
had risen two feet, so we decided to hike
out while we could.
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The trek up the canyon with our heavy
packs was anything but easy. We camped
at a place where a natural tank had held
water before a landslide had wiped it out.
On the next morning, about four hours
from the camp, we reached a ridge of
steep peaks. “Right over those peaks is
the little valley full of small hills,” Mis-
souri said. "That's where I found that
damned gold.”

After another hour I looked down
from a saddle near the top of one of the
peaks into Missouri's lost valley. It was
just as he had described it—bowl-shaped,
filled with small eroded hills, and com-
pletely surrounded with rugged peaks. I

judged its diameter to be about four
miles.

We rested, then headed down the
steep rocky slope to the valley floor.
Only a preliminary survey could be made
this trip, the detailed search would have
to wait until we could bring the jeep up
with our supplies. The first thing 1 no-
ticed was that all the small hills in the
valley were about the same size, about
20-feet tall and hardly any over about
100-feet in diameter. Hard rock, mostly
rhyolite, outcropped occasionally, an ex-
cellent sign that obsidian might be in the
area, From studying a few rounded float
rocks, 1 knew we were in the basin of an
ancient drainage system. Could this be a
part of that huge Tertiary river that geo-
golists believe once cut through the cen-
tral Mojave Desert from Death Valley
to the Gulf of California? If so, the
source of Missouri's gold could be placer.

It was almost dark when we returned
to our truck in the river. Fortunately, the
water was down well below its axles.
Mith a bottle of carbon tetrachloride I
carry for such emergencies, I doused the
spark plugs, distributor, and wiring. The
stuff does wonders in drying out a water
logged engine. By anchoring our winch
cable to a clump of reeds we freed the
car and headed toward the comforts of
civilization.

Missouri never made another trip with
me, or anyone else. He said he just
couldn’t take it anymore. So we made an
agreement. If ever 1 were successful in
finding the gold, Missouri would get a
fair share.

How did Missouri’s gold occur? I be-
lieve 1 have the answer. Most geologists
believe that at one time, many millions
of years ago, a huge drainage system ex-
tended from Death Valley to the Gulf
of California. To take a look at the des-
ert today it is hard to imagine that it
was once cut with a large, flowing river
with many tributaries. Geologists point
out that this could be the only possible

explanation for the almost complete re-
moval of soil in the vast Mojave Desert.
It was simply carried away via the drain-
age system during a period of vulcanism
and mountain building,

If this is true then the river system
must have contained placer gold; gold
that was eroded from lode deposits all
across the area that is now the Mojave
Desert. If placer gold did occur in this
river and later volcanic activity covered
it, should it not be possible then for
some of the yellow metal to be entwined
with extrusive rocks?

I tested this theory in the laboratory.
Rhyolite has exactly the same composition
as obsidian, the only difference being
that obsidian cooled quickly and formed
into a natural, translucent black glass
while rhyolite cooled slower and formed
into common extrusive rock. After pul-
verizing a hunk of rhyolite from Mis-
souri’s valley, I melted it in an assay fur-
nace. I then pulled the crucible from the
furnace and before the sample had a
chance to solidify, poured about a half-
ounce of placer gold dust into the melt.
When it had cooled completely 1 had a
nice hunk of obsidian. What caused this?
The gold had extracted heat from the
melt and caused it to cool faster than
normal.

I have theorized that thunderstorms
in the Cadys might have washed the
loose sand cover away to expose the
gold, when Missouri found it as a boy.
After that, winds and rains covered it
again. It's there and it can be found.

Missouri returned to Death Valley and
vanished, No one has seen nor heard
from him for over 10 years. No doubt
his tired old bones lie bleaching some-
where in the vastness of the great Ameri-
can desert. Several years ago, huddled
alone around my campfire, I thought of
old Missouri and wrote a verse:

Let it never be said,
That the Sourdough is dead,
Only the skeptics have bid him

farewell.
Rewards from the mine
Are but a matter of time,

But the earth weeps from the
sweat of his toil.

It's down in the dark
Where a miner makes his mark

Where adventure and fortune
are waiting.

Treasures of the deep
Are fast asleep
Waiting for him to awaken them. [



Th@ Big Sﬂndl Pi]l@ by Louise Price Bell

oToRISTS who roll com-
fortably over U.S. High-
way 80 when going either
to or from California
through Yuma, Arizona,
have no idea of what the
sandy area west of that city, on the Cali-
fornia side, was like back in the early
1900s.

Until 1912, this area was a mammoth
sand-pile with the sand shifting and
blowing most of the time. Naturally,
this produced a barrier to travel and even
the intrepid '49er passed up the dangers
of attempting to cross it. They were posi-
tive—and rightly so—that they would get
lost, or perhaps die of thirst. There were
no landmarks by which travelers could
be guided, so they either went overland
through Old Mexico, or by boat down
the Colorado River, then the Gulf of
California, then up the Pacific Coast.
Many a wagon train that attempted to
cross the Yuma Sand Hills was lost in
the ever-moving sands.

The first attempt to help motorists
get from one state to the other, and to
attract more Easterners to the West coast,
occurred in 1912, when some California
business men got the idea for—and built
—a crude plank road. It was made up of
12-inch planks, parallel to each other
and connected by crossboards. Sand often
covered portions of it, however, so travel-
ers had to get out, pull sections of the
plank road from under the sand and re-
place them in line with the part they were
on. This was bad enough in winter, but
when temperatures soared over 120 in

old plank road that still survives among
the dunes near Yuma.

would have had to make the same trip! O]
summer, trouble was unbearable.

This story would be difficult to believe
if today's motorists couldn’t see remnants
of the old plank road as they zip along
the beautiful highway which now crosses
the sandy region. Sometimes these por-
tions of the plank road are very near the
highway, at other times they are piled
high on a dune, particularly if there has
been a recent wind storm.

When a highway bridge was built
across the Colorado River in 1915, motor
travel became heavier. It was then obvious
that the “plank road ferry” would have
to be replaced with something more sub-
stantial. Tron bars had been added to hold
the road in place, but they didn't do the
job. So in 1925 a 20-foot-wide asphalt

concrete highway came into being. This
is the artery over which we drive today.
It was far from easy to construct because
trucks sank into the sand. To avoid this,
planks had to be laid crosswise to support
them so they could truck the concrete to
the construction area.

Careful engineering went into this
road. It was built on an embankment
over the tops of the dunes where an in-
creased velocity of wind over the smooth
highway keeps it reasonably clear most of
the time. Sometimes the sand which has
drifted across the road reminds one of
snow drifts back East. A wise motorist
will slow up for these spots. Besides, if
he goes too fast he might miss seeing
portions of the old plank road—a fading
reminder of the way his great-grandfather
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